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Where, in nice balance, truth with gold she weighs,
And solid pudding against empty praise,
Here she beholds the chaos dark and deep.
Where nameless somethings in their causes sleep^
'Till Genial Jacob, or a warm third day,
Call forth each mass, a poem, or a play :
How hints, like spawn, scarce quick in embryo lie,
How new-born nonsense first is taught to cry,
Maggots half-form'd in rhyme exactly meet,
And learn to crawl upon poetic feet.
Here one poor word an hundred clenches makes,
And ductile Dulness new meanders takes;
There motley images her fancy strike,,
Figures ill-paired, and similes unlike.
She sees a mob of metaphors advance,
Pleased with the madness of the mazy dance !
How tragedy and comedy embrace ;
How farce and epic get a jumbled race ;
How Time himself stands still at her command,
Realms shift their place, and ocean turns to land.
Here gay Description Egypt glads with show'rs,
Or gives to Zembla fruits, to Barca flow'rs ;
Gliit'ring with ice here hoary hills are seen,
There painted valleys of eternal green.
In cold December fragrant chaplets blow
And heavy harvests nod beneath the snow.
All these, and more, the cloud-compelling queen
Beholds through fogs, that magnify the scene.
She, tinselPd o'er in robes of varying huesy
With self-applause her wild creation views ;